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Prince. Ceme hither, Yrancis. 

Trance. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to ferve, Yrancis ? 

Trancu.V or {both five yeeres,and as much as to—— — - 

Poynes, Yrancis. 

Iranis. Anon, anon, fir. 

Prince. "Five yeares .• berlady a long leafe for the chincking 
of pewter : But Yrancis, dareft thou be fo valliant, as to pi ay 
' the coward with thy Indenture, and ihew it a fairepaire of 
- b teles, and runne from it ? 

F rancis. O Lord fir , i’le be fworne upon all the Bookes in 
England, I could find in my heart. 

Poynes. Francis. Yrancis. Anon fir. 

Printe.WovJ old art thou, Yrancis ? 

F rancis. Let me fee, about 'JMi chaelmtts next I i hall be— — 
Poynes. Yrancis. 

Yrancis. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little } my Lord. 

Pr'mceyg ay , butharke you-F rancis, for the Sugar thou ga- 
veft me,’twas but a pennyworth, waft not ? 

Yrancis. O Lord, I would it had beene two. 

Trince. I will give thee for it a thoufand pound, aske me 
when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it. ■ 

Poynes Yrancis, x Yrancis. Anon, a non. 

Trince. Anon F rancis ? No Yrancis, but to morrow Yrancis 
or Yr ancis y on Thur{eday;or indeed Yrancis, vshzw thou wilt : 
But Yrancis . 

Yrancis My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou<rob this Leathffrne Jerkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat-ring, puke-ftocking, Caddice-gartcr, 
Smooth-tongue, Spanifh-pouch ? 

Yr ancis. O Lord fir, who doe you meanc ? 

Trince. Why then your. Brownc-baftard is your onely 
drinke : for looke you Yrancis : your white canvaite Doublet 
will fulley .In 'Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Yr ancis. \Nhdi fir j . Poynes. Yrancis . 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not hcare them call ? 

f H ter e they both i all him , the Ti rawer ftands amazed, not 
knowing which way to goe, . Enter Vintner. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

Vint. What , ftandft thou ftill, and heareft foch a calling t 
looketo the Ghefts wrthin.My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a 
dozen more, are at the dore.fhall I let them in ? 

pri.Let them alone a while, and then open the dor z-.Poynes 

Poynes. Anon, anon fir. Enter Poynes. 

Tri. Sirra, Fatslajfe and the reft oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, {hall we be merry ? 

Toy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but hatke yee,what 
cunning match haveyou made with this jeft ofthe Drawer? 
come, what’s the iflue ? 

Pn I am now of all humors, that have {hewed themfelves 
humors. fince the old daies of good man tAdam, to the pupill 
age of this prefont Twellic a clocke at midnight. What’s a 
clocke, Yrancis ? 

Yrancis. Anon, 3non fir. - 

Pri»;That ever this fellow fhould have fewer words then 
a.Parrat,and yet the fon of a woman. His induftry is up ftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the H etjpur of the North, he that 
kils me feme 6. or 7 . dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wa flies his 
hands, and iayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life, I want 
work .0 my fweet Barry fayes {he ! how many haft thou kild 
to day?Givemy Roan horfe adrench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
Lome fourteene,an hour after:a trifle ,a trifle. I prethee call in 
Yaljla fe, i’ lc play Tcrcy, and that damn’d Brarme {hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.Pi-z^faies the drunkardtcall in ribs, 
call in Tallo w. 

Enter Yalfiaffe. 

P Syncs. Welcome I ache, where haft thou been ? 

Yalf. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
mary and Amen : give me a cup of lacke.Boy.E’re I lead this 
life long, i’le fow nether flocks, and mend thenymdfoot them 
too.A plague of all cowardsjQive ine,a cup offacke,rogue,is 
there no vertue extant l 

Tri-ace-. Didft thou never .ke Titan kiffe a diihofbutter j 
pittifuli hearted Titan , that melted<at the fweet.taleofthe 
Sun ? if thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 Yalf. 






